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CHAPTER xxvn.
"VfT2f I FUEL'S THAXKS.
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"You do not know how much it meaiis ta
vie.'"

After many weary days John Fletcher
at last was able to make Ins appearance
down stairs. "Very palo and weak, the
ghost of his former self, he looked, as he
Bat in the sunshine on the broad piazza
and "Winifred's heart was in her throat a
sight of him. Ho was alone, and she saw
that now was her opportunity to speak tc
him of Nicholas; and yet bhe approached
him not without embarrassment, for sha
could forget that sho had refused to
speak to him under Mrs. Lorrimer's roof.

Neither could John Fletcher forget the
occasion when this young lady had turn-
ed her back upon him and marched out
of the room, emphasize every step
with her small crutch as tnough she de-

sired to crush him, as possibly she did;
and now she ignored that proceeding!
Ho bowed his acknowledgments some-
what stiffly when she said, with an effort
to overcome a certain shyness: "I am so
glad that you are able to be out;" but
when, on a sudden impulse and with a
deepening color, she stretched out her
hand, he smiled as he took it and the
rudeness of the past was forgotten. Ho
had been interested in Winifred's story,
but little was lacking to interest him in
"Winifred herself.

Sho looked at him with all her soul in
her eyes for the space of several seconds
before she found words, and then they
came almost in a whisper.

"You do not know how much it means
to me," she said, "to shake hands with
ycu, who have shaken hands with Brer
Nicholas. Tell me of him! Tell me all!
It is the nearest I can come to him!"

Capt. Fletcher had felt rather bored by
the interest his meeting with Nicholas
Thome had excited, but now lie was
moved to tell the story with a minuteness
of detail hejiad never yjsti bestowed upon
it. It was not that a beautiful young girl
was listening, with her wistful eyesupon
Ins face: it was the pathos of her Ion
unwavering devotednessof affection that
stirred his deepest, most reverent synv
pathy a pathos the more touching by
contrast with the fact that her brother's
affection for her had seemed to him to
have faded into a calm and ordinary
memory. But he could not tell her this:
neither could he tell her that Nicholas'
heai t was hardened against his father

"My father is growing old," Winifred
said, sadly, when he had ended. "The
war ha made many people old in this
part of tho world. And I if I do not
find Brer Nicholas, I too, shall be old
old."

The captain was conscious of two dis-

tinct sentiments on hearing her express
herself in this way an irresistible irrita-
tion that she should use the nergro term
"Brer" for "Brother," and an equally e

irritation that eo mudi feeling
should be lavished upon Nicholas Thorne.

"But he a ill come back some blessed
day'" she exclaimed, with a sudden
r'ian,e of tone. "He will come back,
and Daddy Gilbert with him! Poor old
Daddv Gilbert! How it must luive
grieved him to forego his little posses-
sions liore; but ho did it at my bidding.
I did not know that it would be for so
long. I was but a child, and it seemed
an easy tiring for me to have my own
way. rJut 1 must not tire you. she in-
terrupted herself. "I will go now."

Fletcher was glad sho had spared p?m
thanks. 4,lf her hatred is proportioned
to her love," he said to himself, gasing
lifter her, "with what intensity she must
hate a. Yankee!" And he laughed aloud.

In the dusk, that evening, Winifred
went out to Glory-Ann- 's house and en-

treated the old woman to mako the waffles
for supper; and Mom Bee grumbled:

"Hukkom Chancy can't cook ter suit
you here lately, Missy? 'Pears ter mo
you mighty notiouate all of a suddin'."

"Chaney can't, she never could make
waffles equal to yours, Mom Bee," coaxed
Missy "And Capt. Fletcher is down
suiirs today for the first time; don't you
knov.' he will be tired and hungry?"

"You is done put yo' wah foehns inter
yo" pocket, is you?" said Glory-An- n.

Glory-An- n was keeping her vigilant
eyes very wide open at this tune. In-

deed, Miss Winifred Thome's probable
attitude toward the Yankee captain pro-
voked surmise on all sides. The situa-
tion was freely discussed by Mrs. Leon-
ard Thome, who. of course, avoided
Thome Hill, but who was therefore tho
oftener at Mrs. Harry's.

"It's a dreadful state of things," she
Baid, with complacency. "If that Yan-
kee ehcnld lose his heart to Missy, that
wouldn't so much matter; serve him
right I'm thinking; but suppose Missy
should take - fanev to him?"

"It isn't Bupposable!" cried Bess.hotly.
"Yes, it is supposable," Mrs. Iieonord

Insisted, with obstinate calm. "There is
no saying wlmfc Winifred Thorne may or
may not do. Sho always was head-
strong, you know; and she wouldn't
care for her father's consent."

"I am not so sure, a3 to that," Mrs.
Herry objected, charitably. "Sho al-

ways pays hor father the most respectful
deference."

"I'm glad you giro it tho right name!"
sa:d Mrs. Thorne. with a cliilly little
laugh. "We can't say she loves her
fatner, ns you've seen for- - Yourself, h
Cousin Myrtilla."

Mrs. HerryThad eeen it and sorrowed
over it. When next Winifred came to
town, "Missy, dearcbild,T ah said, with
affectionate entreaty, "why is it that
you do not love your father?'

"But I do," 3i5d the girl, reddening.
"At least, I love him, I suppose, just as
most girls lovo their fathers."

She had no mind to confess, that-sh-

had awakened to a strange sen0 knowl-
edge of kito. Time had been when she
was sure that sho could never love any
one as she loved her brother; her very
lameness, the witness of the strength
and devotedness of that affection, had
held her aloof from the love that enters
so largely into the dream3 of girlhood;
but now, to her dismay and confusion,
she perceived that she was capable of a
sentiment dhTerent altogether from that
which she cherished for her brother.
The discovery filled her with impatience
and indignation against herself; and if
her long rebellious heart did not yet
throb with a daughter's tender love, sho
had at least begun to understand both
her father's need of sympathy and his
shrinking therefrom. But of all this
Winifred could not speak, and Mrs.
Herry forbore to urge her.

John Fletcher's position at this time
was by no means entirely to his liking.
So long as his life hung trembling in the
balance, so long as he remained confined
to his room, he felt no embarrassment in
being the guest of Col. Thorne; in mis-
fortune he was "a man and brother," and
no shadow chilled the hospitality hearti
ly accorded liim; but now that lie was on
his feet again there was an irksome con-
sciousness of the chasm across which no
cordial hand clasp yet was possible. In
a thousand indefinable ways John Fletch-
er realized the truth of Mr. Scott's la-

ment, that he had come too late for the
old times, too soon for tho new. The
very care with which his host ignored
all topics that could lead to heated dis-

cussion gave him an irritating sense of
being superfluous.

Christmas was drawing near, the first
Christmas after the war, and the north-
erner shrank instinctively from spending
this festival with the Thornes. Dr.
Lane, however, insisted that his patient
''ould not yet bear the journey to town,
and Col. Thorne, more peremptory than
the doctor himself, would not hear of his
guest's departure.

"I have pledged myself to my aunt
and your old friend," he said, "for your
perfect recovery. You must allow me
the satisfaction of keeping my word."

So John Fletcher resigned himself to
stay. Thorne Hill was not devoid of in-
terest for an observant stranger, disposed
to study the transitional state of southern
life. The colonel, Miss Elvira, Mom Bee
wcro all 1lf tlftrfi representatives of types
that must rapidly pass away. And there,
too, was Missy, by far tho most interest-
ing study that Thorne Hill afforded. Very
little did John Fletcher see of her; yet it
did not escape him that she was, in a
certain sense, aloof from her father and
her aunt. From his heart he pitied her
uneventful days, her isolated life; but ho
was far too wise to give any sign of his
sympathy, for Winified, in a way as un-
mistakable as it was indefinable, had
given him to understand that there waa
an insurmountable barrier between them.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
IN THE QL AMINO.
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"Why, insy! 2fissyl huh yon do?"

Cliristmas day came, that sad, first
Chnsonas after the war, and John
Fletcher, who had vainly hoped to leavo
before this date, declined to make his
appearance at breakfast.

Tho day was not marked by the old
time hilarity; that was over forever.
There was no supply of egg nog and gin-
ger bread, no popping of fire crackers,
and the shout of "Cbxis'mus Gift" was
feeble and infrequent. Missy dispensed
a few presents privately to such of the
old familv negroes as remained in her
father's service, as well as to some few
deserters, who had taken advantage of
that day's holiday to visit Thome Hill.

The colonel shat himself up m his
office ail the morning, and Miss Elvira
and Winifred went alone to church.

John Fletcher remained in his own
room; it was his purpose to remain
there all day, but in the afternoon
Glory-An- n brought him a little nota from
Mis3y.

"I know why you stayed away from
breakfast," she wrote; "it was kindly
meant, but you are our guest, and you
must dine with us. It will not be gay,
but you will koow how to pardon tha
absence of gsyety."'

John rietchorwas thrse and thirtnr; he
thought ho had outgrown all 6ontdxaental

foolishness, but he put Winifred's notfl
carefully away; ft was his only Christmas
present! And of course ho accepted tho
invitation.

The dinner was not gay; an inevitable
sense of constraint brooded over the com-
pany and made the meal a penance, and
each one was eecretlv glad to quit the
table.

When the sun had pone down Wlni- -
fred left? Hiss Elvira making up her ac
count, wun rianop .a.sn, ana went out tor

walk. Thesir was chilland heht clouds T
obscured thoskv feat WiaifXed feared j
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neither the night air nor the fast gathering-g-

loom.

JohnFletchersawheragshe wentacross
the yard, under the leafless China trees,
and an impulse for which he did not seek
to account urged him to follow. Where-
fore should he, because of a war thatwas
over, be forever an alien? She had sent
him the invitation to dinner; rather would
he have fasted; but because she had
asked it ho did riolence to his feelings;
it wa3 too much to expect him to do vio-

lence to his feelings a second time in one
day, and he followed her. With swift
strides he overtook her just as-eh-o reached
the gate that led into the lane.

"Allow me," he said, as he stepped
forward to open it.

She turned and looked at Inns;, a sud-
den blush swept over his face as she
thanked him.

"May I go with you?' he asked, bold-
ly. "It is too late for you to be out
alone," he urged, seeing her hesitate;
"it is growing dark, and"

"I am not afraid," she said. "I am
going no farther than Daddy Gilbert's
old cabin. Itris not a place that can in-

terest you"
"But I may go with you?" he reiter-

ated.
Winifred smiled, and they walked on

in silence. Ho had never yet been able
to conquer the constraint that oppressed
him. in her presence, and sho had never
learned the art of "making talk." She
did not speak until they reached the
fence inclosing old Gilbert's deserted
dwelling.

"This is the place," she said, and
pushed open the sagging gate before the
captain could offer to assist her. "You
will never see all that I see in this poor
6pot," she added; but she held the gate
open, and the captain smiled and stepped
inside.

A dense thicket of plum bushes had
grown up at the back of the house, and
the dry stalks of the self sown Palma
Christi bean occupied all tho little space
in front; the path to tho broken door
step was overgrown with rank knot grass
that had lost its greenness, and all about
the half fallen and abandoned little
dwelling there brooded a melancholy
calm, intensified by the fast gathering
shadows.

"The negroes say this place is haunt-
ed," Missy said, "but I am the only ghost
that flits this way. I like to come hero
when I am sad."

"And are you sad now?" John Fletcher
asked, impulsively, with a deeper sympa-
thy than he dared to show.

A moment's paue followed; then
Missy said, in a light tone, as if she
would dismiss the subject:

"There is no reasom why I should bo
very gay ju3t now."

Her brave endurance, her proud re-

serve, touched John Fletcher more deeply
than any complaining. An infinite ten-

derness took possession of him, as he
contemplated this child he was more
than ten years her senior so ethereal, so
young to be thus overshadowed by sor-

row and infirmity.
" 'Just now?' " ho repeated, with a pas-

sionate wish to comfort her. "But this
will not last! You arc so young; life is
only beginning. There is happiness in
store for you; lam sure of it!"

Even while ho spoke he perceived,
with a thrill of glad wonder, that Wini-
fred made a slight involuntary move-
ment, as if she would draw neaier to
him, and on the instant he was by her
side.

But she liad not heard a word he said.
She was gazing intently into the depths
of the plum thicket, with panting breath
and quick beating heart. "What is
that':" she gapped, in a terrified whisper,
and clutched the captain's arm.

"Do not be flightened." he said, as he
laid his hand on hers, which was cold
and trembling. "There is nothing here
to harm you."

"There! Do you not see?" sho whis-
pered fearfully, "or am I going mad?"
And with a stifled scream Winifred
Thorne hid her eyes against the Yankeo
captain's arm.

"It is only an old negro," he answered,
as what had seemed a shadow emerged
from tho thicket and assumed definite
foim.

"An old negro," Missy repeated, and
shivered from head to foot. "Are there,
indeed, such things as ghosts?" But sha
did not look up until she heard the old,
familiar greeting:

"Why, Missy! Missy! huh you do?"
The voice, the words, electrified her.

She abandoned fear; she sprang forward;
she seemed to fly to meet the apparition
coming along the grass grown path, and,
6tretching out her hands, sho clasped
them over old Gilbert's toil hardened fin
gers, while her crutch fell forgotten on
tho ground.

"At last! Oh, at last!" Her voice
rang out upon the twilight stillness, full
of an infinite pathos of thanksgiving.

Somehow, John Fletcher was not a
plea.sed as he should have been; he felt
himself deserted. He picked up the
crutch and stood irresolute, loth to leave,
yet uncertain whether it became him to
stay.

"Tubbe sho!" old Gilbert responded,
with a chuckle of supreme satisfaction.
"Hit's me! En' you is datgrowed. Missy,
en' prutty ez a pink! Lawd love de chile!"

"Brer Nicholas? Where is Brer Nich-
olas?"

"Missy, ain't Mawse Nicholas here at
home?" asked old Gilbert, anxiously.

"No!" cried Missy, sharply. "Oh, why
do you ask that?'

"Dea, Mis3y, chile, I dunno whoy is
Mawse Nicholas." said the old man, slow-
ly and sorrowfully.

Mi3rr,8 head drooped; her slight form
swayed like a reed. Capt. Fletcher

sprang forward and saved her from fall-
ing.

"Why. I "lowed you wuz mawster,"
said old Gilbert, bcwildsred; "en.', praise
be ter glory I do bullieve yen sho'ly
is Mswee GinrairFletcher,-i- deFed'ral
annyf'

"Thafs my name, but not my rank
tho captain replied, as he placed Wini-
fred on the doorstep.

"Thank you; I wasn't going to faU,
said she, with averted hoad.

John Flcber felt snubbed decidedly;
vet he did not like to leave Winifred,
tbourh 6he hrnored his presence or
rather she waa oblivious of him.

"It was on this very top Ptep," she
saidjto old Gilbert, reproachfully. 'that
you promised to keep track of Brer
Nicholas, and now you do not know
where he la."

"Honey," returned old Gilbert, mildly,
"what kin a po' ole no 'count nigger do
in de stir o' de nations? I don" my top
bes' ter keo Mawse Nick oaten de wah.
DUj f xraz jes ds.t heady, go he

-nM"
'QX coarslstvav, procd

"Itorhhn hewuz- gwaa"5it" hisse'f
shot ter pieces, foolin 'long d" dat wah,
but he ain't pay no 'tentlon; en' I fol-ler-

him, en' I co$ch up wid hha when
he wuz faerly riddled wid bullets."

Missy covered her face with her hands
and turned away from v

Capt. Fletcher
with a shudder.

The movement might have been in-

voluntary, but re to mis-
understand it. John Fletcher gave the
crutch to old Gilbert and went away;
but he could not go fast enough to avoid
hearing old Gilbert's comment:

"Missy, dat Mawse Gin'ral is quality,
eho', fifcien ter be oneo" de Thorne genera-
tion. Is you kaowin1 how he wuz powf ul
frien'ly ter Mawse Nick?"

"Never mind him," Missy interrupted,
sharply. "How did you happen to lose
Brer Nicholas?"

"Missy, hit wuz di6hyer way: I dudno
hukkom Mawse Gin'ral Fletcher had
brung hit ter pass; but me en' Mawse
Nick, wewuz turned free outen Nash-
ville, whey we wuz tooken pris'ners, en'
I brung Mawse Nick to Melton, in de
Windy Valley, ez de call hit, whey we
wuz livin' endurin' of da wah; en' men
Miss Dosia en Miss Boxy White we
nussed him well agin; en' den I wuz tuk
flat wid de roomatiz, eo ez hit wuz

ter look atter Mawse Nick, en'
I dunno whicberway he went sence dat.

"He done lsf' Mis3 Dosia en' de chile,
en' Miss Rosy, en' tuk up his march ter
hunt de army. Tubbe sho, de tuz

how de warn't no mo' army; but all
I know, Mawse Nick he went, en' bom-by- e

de come a letter ter Miss Dosia what
he wus tuk mighty bad somewheron de
road; en' she follered him, suddent; en'
den, presently, Miss Koxy she packed up
en' tuk do chile; eif fust I knowed dere
wuz I douten nobody, 'ceptin' det, buffo'
he lef, Mawse Nick come en' tell me,
'Daddy, dese is mighty onsartin times,
en' I mought'n nuversee you no mo', en'
here a letter fur de colonel.' "

"Oh. give it to mel" cried'Missy.
"I got him safe, Missy; but hit wuz

fur yo paw det hit wuz intrusted ter me,
en hifs mawster I'm gwan pass hit ter,
sho'ly."

"Tnen come, come at once to my fa-

ther!"
"Tubbe sho! dishyer nisrhfc air is chilly,

en' my roomatiz is a caution. Woner is
Missle-vire- y got any rno' da$ liniment,
Missv? You see I dene de bes' what I
could."

"And God bles3 you!" said Missy, fer-
vently. "You sliall suffer for nothing
so long as we have anything. Come!
Come quick, and tell my father."

CHAPTER XXLX.

THE PRICK OP THE 3IULE.
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"Let me read, too."
Tho colonel was in the officer Missy

saw the gleam of his light through tho
window as she crossed tho yard. Too
eager to delay for permission, sho pushed
open the door and entered with tho
word3 "My father;" but she could say no
more.

Her father looked up in some alarm,
but when he E.tw behind her a bent old
negro leaning on a staff, he half believed
that ho must bo dreaming; it 6eemed in-

credible that old Gilbert should be stand-
ing on that threshold, with scarce a
wrinkle more than when he traded for
the mule.

The colonel started to his feet stagger-
ing, and put out both hands. "Gilbert?"
he said, "Gilbert? Is this you?"

"Tubbe sho. mawsterl I'se been gawn
a long time, but de Lawd is spared me
ter git back."

"My son?" faltered die colonel.
Miosy burst into tears. "Make him sit

down," she sobbed. "There is so much t

to tell."
"Sit down," the colonel said, pushing

a chair toward him.
"I'm 'bleedged ter you, mawstaiy old

Gilbert stammered; to bo seated in tho
presence of quality shocked his sense of
decorum. "Da wuz a wagin gin me a
lif' as I como along. I 'lighted by de
back lot ter git ter my hous en' dere I j

onet Missy.
''Sit down," the colonel commanded,

and old Gilbert felt ho must obey. But
he shunned the chair, and spyiug a box
in the corner he pccC over and perched
thereon with a eigh, white Missy eagerly
repeated to her father the account given
of Nicholas.

"And he baa a kter for you from
Brer Nicholas; will you not read it?" elie
entreated.

The colonel could not speak, bat, he
put out his hand fox the letter that old
Gilbert wes seeking in tho crown of his
dilapidated hat.

"My "pendanco was strong in de Heb- -

cnly Mawster ter spare me ter ban yon
dat, suh," he said. 'Td a fotch. his buf-
fo, but de roomatiz spilt ay chances ter
wuk out my travslm' 'penses.

The colonri seized the letter, bat bis
hands trembled so that he could hardly
adjust his glasses.

' Well ! well ! mawster is come ter spo-tikles- !"

said old Gilbert ia admiration.
"En' yo' hair is "Minds mo of
yo paw. You is niiddlm' ole, mawsur,
tubbe sho!"

The remark was intended as a compli-
ment, but the colonel was absorbed in
his son's letter and it escaped bra.

"Let me read, too," Misty entreated,
leaning over his shoulder. "I cannot.
caaao; wait,"

It waa a touching appeal in which to
banished son besought his father a pro
tecricn for his wife and child, and ther
implored justice for the devoted oldilavf
who had proved so true a friend. Ee re
cocnted how freely old Gilbert had d

Lira vritb incney, the savings of hii
veers of industry, sjd besocget his f
taer to discharge th?"s debt.

"Ah. ray brother, c-ra- e back." sigbsi
MLssy, passionately jbs&sc ibe letu-"&n- d

ererTtihiiig you sss. shaH m dane.
"Gilbert," safe!' Tibe coicceL witli r

treaaaiass sxue. iw jnuch money d
reajjodjt. exrfj

''Uullaw, mawster? Is' Mawse Nick
wrotened you 'bout cat? En' I tole him
not ter fret, seem' dis ole no 'count nig-
ger is "inos' ter de eend of his row. I
doan 'zactly I had it on ter a
ecrap o paper Mawse Nick writ me, en
a tally stick besides, which I could oner-sta- n'

"better, but I Io 'em bof, long with
my rumberilla, on do fiel o' battle. Is
you been in de wah, mawster?'

"Yes," said the colonel.
"Praise be ter glory1" ejaculated old

Gilbert. "Den you kin onerstan' de wuz
pow'full6catterin' tsnes, en' hh druv de
amount pluxa outen my min'. Scone of
hit wuz- - what Misso-Tire- y eonfc him, en' I
had ter pur ten' lakhit wuz all mine ter
git him ter borrer hit. Hit wuz Eke
Mawse Nick wuz my chile. Not btrtez I
onerstan' hit, nviwster. you wuz boun'
ter hefc yo eyes beginst him fur c'rec-tion- ,"

the old man hastened to amend.
"En I wuz after him cawstant ter sen
you his 'pentance,hut my min' misgive
me, all along, dat Miss Roxy she wuz
wukin' beginst Mawse Nick's "pentance.
You 'members Miss Roxy White, maws-
ter?"

The colonel nodded.
"She wuz a po'ful holp to Mawse Nick,

en' a mighty good 'oman; but" and ha
paused and looked around asthoughMisa
Roxy might be eavesdropping ''she
ain't quality. Miss Roxy is po'ful sot in
her own notions, 'en 6he is plum bound
up in dat chile, Mawse Nick's little boy,
en' she is dat feard o' losin' holt on him,
hukkom she aint no incouridgemint ter
Mawse Nick to turn his desires home-wuds- ."

Thevolonel glanced up quickly with a
look of enlightenment; he was beginning
to understand his son's obstinate silence.

"But now now we will bring him
back?' Winifred entreated.

"We shall see," the colonel said, and
sighed. Ho could not consent to lay bare
his heart, and he changed the subject.
"Now that you aro your own man, what
are you going to do, Gilbert?" he asked,
with.amused curiosity.

"I been studyin' 'bout that," old Gil-
bert answered, hesitatingly. "I'se-- allers
'lowed to be hones', en I paid you fur-d- e

mueL"
"So you did!" exclaimed the colonel,

with 6udden recollection; and herosoand
unlocked the secretl drawer of his secre-
tary.

"But den hit 'pears ter me lak I stole
yo' nigger?5 pursued old Gilbert, with a
furtive grin. "Ain't I boun' ter wuk out
(Lot time I stole myse'f? Maybe I better
git a He yer's 'vice on hit?"

"No!" said Missy.
Tho colonel smiled. "Well, do you

want to stay on liere at Thorne Hill?" he
asked, as he took out the little bag that
held the price of tho male.

"Hit wuz a good house, en' good Ian' I
had here," said old Gilbert, with a re-

gretful sigh; "but hit is dat busted down,
en' dat growed up. En' ez for dat muel,
hit wuz a short lived muel fur do money;
liit tuk 'n died in less 'n six months."

"I'll give you a deed to the house and
land, making it yours for life," said the
colonel.

"Well, tubbe sho, you kin spare dat
much," said old Gilbert complacently.
'En' ef dat's yo' will en' pleasure, maws-

ter, why I pass my cawnsent."
How much an acute sense of Ids own

advantage, how much of affectionate
fidelity and the power of habit, went to
the making of this consent it is impossi-
ble to say. .

"As to the price of the mule," contin-
ued the colonel, "tnere is the money just
as you left it." And he tossed the bag of
coin to old Gilbert, who grinned and
twisted with mintrled embarrassment
and satisfaction. "But I would like to
know how you contrived to convey it to
me, and liow you contrived to convey
yourself away?"

Old Gilbert hung his head shoepsshly,
and glanced at Missy, who said, as tho
quick blood mounted to her forehead:

"It was me managed it!"
Her father looked at hor-wit- a smile

of sad perplexity.
"Hit wuz jes' det she wuz so eot on

Mawse Nick, tubbe she!" old Gilbert ex-
plained, as he bugged the remnant of his
savings. " 'Ceptin' I liad done lew' track
of him, I wouldn't nuver have comeback
bedout him, 'long o' my promuss ter
Missy. But what a po no 'count nigger
can't manage, sh'oly a man o' gumption,
lak mawster, kra fo shortly bring ter
pass."

"Oh, my fatborr Winifred exclaimed.
"You will bring him back? And hfo
will bo sweet onco more, and wo can for-
get the war."

"We will see." the colonel said, and
eiched. He had not tha karo w xraiu..
her that there waa no certainty thai
Nicholas still lived.

"Well! well!" said old Gilbert, with a
Eubdued chuckle, as ho slipped down
from, his perch on the bes. Ef I ain't
been 'etonished outen my manners at
gitrtn' home I How is Misste-rire- tuhbo
sho?

"She-i-s well, nnu" she will he so gktd.to
see vou," said Missy. "Cocao to the
house and you. shall haxe a Christmas
dinner. Af ter all, this la not such a sor- - j

rowf ul Christmas dsj." j

Yet she wiped away the tears as. she
vrenL j

Old Gilbert's appearance at tbe"gret
house" created a hubbub-- of excitement
tliat penetrated to the room, who John .

Fletcher sat in moody meditation. Five
week3 had h lo a guest at Thome
Hill, and hs immovable resolve wad t

taken; he wonklgoon the morrow: he j

would run any risk rather than remain j

longer-trode- r thi--j roof, ruywth&t he know ;

the fate that threatened ham. i

But: on the morrow John Fletcher wraa

again, an invalid. He had contracted a
chill from expeeare to the civhfc air, and
for eome-- days following be was erioas-l- y

CI; but though the colonel's coortesy
never flagged, and Miss Elvira waa
prompt with kind attentions, his

to be gone increased with hi3
illness.

Col. Thome perceived this state o
mind with extreme annoyznee. He hod
accepted this northerner as b might
have accepted a of fax, but b
nover forgot that Capt. Fletob-- r was bu
guest, and be would fam have hid him
feel at eave.

"It is a dull boose, a dull boufae, he
repeated, with a 6p sign, as he tit e

the eick man' bed cna zscmimj. H
looked ttr&ceely worn sad haggard. IB
though he was, John Fletcher noted the
change wrought in Missy's father sine
old Gilbert's return. Hs dfniSed rh
po3065ion seemed to iwv deserted him,
and he talked with aa aascnt air, us H

thinking stead. "Ycong people recant
gayety." he said. '"Jly daughter rscrt
go away for a ie-- x days; tke dwell tot
much upon her brother.' Than, wah as
inat and nsugaty cnance oi stasser,
as UtotuTB rw re&'nid ts& racmentarj i

-- wikjjfe. h iprTU3LhJ5ieif: "JH,

sir, rdistufo' you, aaoTDr.Eane advises
perfect quiet."

The colonel had spent an hour in the
sickroom that morning, butof all that he
had said John Fletcher understood only
this, that; Missy wa& going away that ha
should see her no more. His reason, hii
pride, his sens of "the eternal fitness o
things,' assured him that this was best;
bat more than ever did he now desire tc
leave Thome HilL

CHAPTER XXX.
JL TEE TO KEEP SILESCE.

nnl it$j i

' 1 i mm I del

Poshed txich his ehsxr and rvsr.
It was the middle of January when

John Fletuher came down stairs again,
to find the house wearing a strangely si-

lent and deserted aspect.
The colonel, with profuse apologies,

had asked his guest's permission the
evening before to bu absent for several
days, en account of the wedding of Miss
Herry "and the festivities thereto per-
taining," as the colonel choicely phrased
it; and John Fletcher, having wen from
his window Miss Elvira and the colonel
depart immeoiately aftr brcakf&st in
tho rusty, rattling carriage, did not ex-
pect to moot either of them. It was
Winifred's absence that he felt, though
he had persuaded himself that ho was
glad he need not see her agam. Bui it
was by no means a paiafal surprise
when, sauntering aimlessly intolho pcu-lo- r,

he found Winifred there alone.
She was standing nearoneof the front

windows, her face partly tucned nwny,
and John Fletcher nngbt eMtly hare re-

tired unseen; but he had no thought of
retiring. Miss Wiaitrcd Tliotno, in a
rich blue silk, with a train, aod a cloud
of filmy laco around her threat and at
her wrists, produced upwn him tux im-
pression bo novel and so complex that ho
lost sight of his resolution to avoid her,
and ho hesitated but a moment before
he crossed the room. It was of herself,
never of her dre.s, hedind thought here-
tofore; but be now recalled that so long
as ho had been at Thome Hill he had
never seen 3Jie Winifred Thome n any
other costume than a very plain, dark
urown veuitiug ares-i- . it was not an
ugly dress, but afe.o it waa not a dress
that could in any way attract more
attention than tho wearer: ye John
Fletcher was not iure that ho did
not like it better than tho bJu silk;
at least he felt quite sure filial, m a cer-
tain sense, she had worn that plain brown
dresa for him. And he couliLnot Hatter
himself for a moment tlict Jthe won-th-

blue silk in hi3 honor. But for what-
ever reason die had adorned herself, bho
looked extiemeiy pretty., and the cap-
tain found himself unwilling to Blight
this opportunity to bid good-b- y to lug
host's younc daughter.

Winiired was ery ptfte, but wheuho
turned ar.d saw him tha color came
quickly to her face and deepened xs lie
greeted her.

"I beg pardon," he stammered. "I did
not expe t this pleasure; I liad tho.im-presaio- n

tliat you had gone uwaysomo
davs apro."

"No," said Winifred; "I did not wish
to go. This is ray hom, and I havo boon
ill," she added, hastily--, in evidoufrem-barrassmorr- t. i

"111?" repeated Fletcher. j

"Oh, not very ilL" Then, seeing that
'

he waa taking note of her dress, siiemtid,
with djsepeniiig confnston, "I am dress-
ed

I

to please my father."
Jest and badinage --wore not possible

between the1 two; but John FletoixK-coul-

not roast replying, with intent to
I

be provoking:
"I should never havo snspected ymi of

dressing to pica&o me; thoagh periutjM
I might not havo thought that it was to
please yotrr-fatber-

Sha gave him z. look of" ccM roproof ,
and sat down in arnnrn .ehatr rjcaide tha
marble-topp- l tabic thai etood stiffly ia
the precise center of thoroom. crTheHro
is too warm," eho rnKmxured, pressing
br handa aaint lirfaumia5cchetics.

The stptain, who did not intend to bo
rebuffed, followed her. "May I .sitdown,
too?" ho aaked.

Winifred did not irnnMKMateiysr&ply;
she was looking past Jtea. toward tho
window ebs liad Je5. "W are gamff to
dine as Jade deadwickSj," eho an-

nounced, kk thenar bhf bad not? heard
him. "My fsther-ss- nry &xme &re gooa
to seo Mrs. Leonard Tboroa before wo
sunt for town, trod I aai wailing: for
them."' She rumored her handd frocaJier
floabediifckAandl6aJiad-stCapt- . Fbjtch-er- ,

who wasQltanding on ch other
suIq oi the tabie. "Yas, yoo. xoay m:
down," pxrid, net nithon; oouatrsint.

He thought tins pniakaaca rather
grudgingly givc? nGrtbe!es6 2 st
down, end lookcd-n- t ber in. Bilastctr for
pome saomerrtz, learing to aSJcod Imt bj
anything thai ho might. xsy.

"Surely, " he frrrlrsraod at 2&C
"tbere arasoao reasons whj

wp. nsighs be friends?'
Winjfsedfdzd not saserrhatfehg?fft

him.c-n- o sdSJnerniicahls glaaoe, aad
ttimed br eyts awxy all the-colo- r had
(hod &ot of borXsoo.

Thew3tr f ha fag! . artd&eai-tat&agi-y

Etrcbrd out hia harari. Once,
one oary. sho had cixxpwd hands. ith
bira. and c&ce she hod clung to bht-Jtrr-

if sho wocJd bat pat uec hand in. hi .

'
now.

Bur Wicffrsd. rrwal2rTisiL!y,r-wcal- a

sotFOfethtspce&rad hnrwitfcoeveadzw
a Lttle &.xray. aa if td rose agemst her '

chair.
"The war it not (mr," tha aafHw-re- .

in a lew, ccstEsune"woe T2ore r
no annua? ia tke fteM, wk"

She nosed hr yswd. toohaLszt Jokn I

Fletcher, who otA withdrawn bjGhxod, j

H zjr?ul to sear her txttar oour
prophecy oi fesur uprhunpr 1& wsaoi I

raapre?arrrlorwhi.MlfhrM9'. ,

"Caot. FJclwcr5heesfcawLtra- - '

afctry. "rfnc ya hmxtt &sca yrZh m. '

irki of sll ur iooBtan ' tmtwfiA Uns
lbnu Yit&mviio.i k yocr

fntsd. tttrd. Dc Ijtma.
H CEBiwa s facet fTi Mir ',ifjir.

"My father, onlChristrnasTJay, would
not-g- to church;" Winifred continued,
"because he would net IcaTo bis guests,
and ha could not invito that guest into
his paw.'

'OouH iiet?" repeated tho captain,
with a amile that exasperated Winifred.

"How would yoa feeLv eho exclaimed
with suppressed Cngar, "were yen. at
home, to have a rrehclas yotccaUca,
sit in tha same paw wi2 yoaT'
."I could Kandiu ta rebel aroTd;"

replied Cap, Fht;-cr- v still smiiinsr.
"Especially if I lajghi cboss& xar rbeL?

"Tho jeboinswar dcCU stand tiP' crad
Winifred, with famous ecHsr. ".And If
it should prove thxfc Toy brother handled
of hia wounds," thaoalor
ebbed away "tho wa wHL never have
been,over for rce."

She covered ki facowith her hands,
and John Fletcher-pushe- d haOinij.ohafr
andzosc

"Oh, foTgiveraar she eried witiustBl
averted face. "I do notnwanio foxgei

forget""
"Tiranks," ho aawrea. coldly-.- - t:XbSa

not worth the- ef&rt of your nfineia-branc- e.

I was gisto-.serv- a friend of
my friend Mrj. Losrinier. You must
believo that I swfet frmcerely regret tho
chance that lias coRVxHcd me to do so
long & trespasser bkki 6ov ThnzBeta

Lfk&Unevar forget bts kind
ncss, his uniform couefcay tovnrd,antim-desxre- d

gnesa. NoithttitihalL I forge
He pxased abruptly,, and pnued fo

long1 that Winifred, under thbepall of a
will stranger thacuJwr wh, turned tow-
ard lnm to find hi eyfcs fixed upon hor
with a look unfcchoaiablfe, of lniegled.
sadness, reproach, ftppml. from winch-sh-

shrank absuedand. fftghteutNi.
ha daughter' ttta captain saiH,

when ha hsdcorapcHfd her eyed to meet
his own. "Kjj uncompromising daugh-ter!-"

he xepezted. ami smiled.
But Winifrwd had tiu-ue- away--a-ha

did no&-se- tho smllft, and at the 'word
uncouinTouns." fch impulsively

head, wieh a forbiddingESturo
or i2otch6rconstrDii1t. For a
inontsntke btood irtolates e. moruwit
during which he underwent a tlaroo
struggle with lueusdf; thon, h turned
away and lef and want up smirs4o
hid room.

"Not aEOSbarduy Not aiwthar'day'
he repeated to liknsaif aloud. Ho fett
weak and ill; ltfc; voice waa beexptv, land
he was trumbbng du violently that ho
was forced to throw hmsolf upomtho
lounge.

But not longr-dM- l lro wraain-tfam.- . Jlt
rose and begin gathering hw Udtmjins
together with fvrit.h luwtie "I will
depart l" ho deaktmlfloree-ly- .

"It shall sot befall me to hor
again!"

And as. he aaid thb ho looked outof
the window and saw tho caxrig wait-
ing, and WIiri&d Tliorno going down
tho sU-p- s of th piazza, attended by a
hundsome young fellow, who looked at
her with admiring eyea. Winlfrod we
raduuit wih delight. John Fletober
could hardly realize thnt thLi was thu
Kimo girl he hud lef t down Ktnirs-nc- t

half An fcanrngon.
"A boy!" ho uxcUimod, in fierce oon-rem- t.

"Oh,-foo- Oh, foolP
When he caine-aiwa-y troni tho window

he saw QkirjKAnn standing in tb iloor-w- ay

with a onp of beef &, a diot ho
alominated.

"Ah, tliat" rightl" ha cxclninHid, with
iM'Htr spyr, em h tfmJSnd t.V or? tha?
noither choersd r LttefcRrlatexL 4Bnii5
irp my BtrugUi.within tha ncx& twenty-fo- ur

hours. Houi Bcm. 1 must get-awa- y

from htsrr
"Yob look, lak hitf-o- Glory-An- a,

secretly pteuxad to hoar luoi call hcC
"Mom Bh." (Bot-- b had donA go na- -

wittingly.) "Betser not 1 too bcaah.
You gwan overstrain yo'aa'l ."

"Who is that young sprig I pew-nsf- i

now danctfig KUnduscetnon yxauyocn
lady?' ho Mtked, vnth. caennod caralcEa
ness, a-- he$ down the enp.

"Dmt'H MttwstJ EatoUlTffnrj GRatyAxnx
made anww. "Ho"ft gQZux. Ucryer'anhop
in Savann&blrjt Waecxrbcoco to-- !

hit; kin, 'Ions: o yrt Iottiafe-weddJc- a

dat' his MAtw. ISgnmsaa4sdvoolo
nel's rourin, e hm-fi- n' Mbvry airffc xni$
np nnce she wkx n WrEai ItctycaJe,
inind yoi. mrZD&i.jt?kSX-caay- .
You aivT&mrmi it -- varayfmsL lict,tw
morTT, Y ifcjednft try. Dtifamhly
i irwin lx rma dirrrv on Jl
gwan tk chsrg oVj-o- Tkyu&ittyittt'
dttm from JEkfaySwiraef.

JoLn FUtabnr ttb tint fcIoCtl"TnjrttD

hiifr. though hirpat notaith in GJory-- i
Ann'K purrul&hr. Lie Utfind. htioiC hs
thraJL, bowww, tear hit stavagtli would
8oart entlt of any tuv-itlaa-; and in-
deed, wjk otlaieiv hm non-t3utt-to

wjd&, fe thtis-h- v emald.bn an
umgracirtwa aot U. ctaaJ xwarf in

tfao,.f3mtty

WIXTJUilX jkXV S3dR VXZSUZL.

6arya sdSrrhfv inhcmud kr annt
V Tkvraa TUil, wvl wlusa x

cscia home tuu Copt, tletdhor idtiin 1im tenpoiBCH. J mv&, wicfc
Baoro rvhrtCfKxje tlsaa !za?&Er&e3?zxrjt
Zhzs st wa VKJ glad, sbsouh cLn
pczsnttiij jusA tWe oolscti, with soan

"ss3mrt 1 liops yoa wras. nairr-- l

Cap. J5?&crtki b-r- to rmMtit
j? Tl Ammt. WteftTni taeud you

kww."
"Vbwfin hot4J.l bo rude to jj

Xzsxiir mid Cft ooicwl, ia a imt oC amU
Borprise. "Bex I dtm dtwy Aat bit
preseaa tml a. oonnti wiui.

tfZ&, wya TTJtoifKd. wjr. "ICr
,r t3 tia aor limjU M "to::
zvxm x w omrw w mei utmu

1 traraod. "It fe WfK--

oflkwc. fe mM.

"FX ri

V. rir
ATrt4r rufJiJ ihm mMcmCt- -

MCac "JDtiicour Lxmur
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